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material. On either side of her walked the gentlemen pensioners
in crimson damasks bearing their gilt battle-axes, while all round
was a multitude of footmen in crimson velvet jerkins studded
with massive gilt silver and ornamented back and front with a
white and red rose and the letters E. R. As a contemporary re-
marked, *In pompous ceremonies a secret of government doth
much consist.'

From Fencrmrch Street to Cheapslde the streets were lined
with wooden rails draped in cloth and hung with tapestries,
velvet, damask, satin and silks, behind which stood the mem-
bers of the City Companies in their livery and costly furs. Rich
banners and streamers waved from windows, and everywhere
people crowded, some of whom, their patience inexhaustible,
had been waiting for hours in their places. Well were they re-
warded; and not by a spectacle only, but by a hundred little
touches that stirred their loyalty and set them talking afterwards
in tavern and home, reconstructing the day's epic and inflaming
their hearers with their own affection. At one place an old man
turned his back and wept. 'I warrant you it is for gladness\ ex-
claimed Elizabeth; and so in very deed it was. Another time she
was seen to smile, and being asked the reason, answered that she
had heard someone say, ' Remember old King Henry VIII.5
Many a simple body moved forward to speak to her, for whom
she stayed her litter. She accepted untold nosegays at poor
women's hands, and it was noticed that a branch of rosemary,
given with a supplication by a poor woman near Fleet Bridge,
was in her litter when she reached Westminster.

At Intervals in the journey the City authorities had prepared
pageants, each equipped with its * noises of loud Instruments',
making a heavenly melody, and each with its Latin expository
verses and a platform from which a boy delivered a doggerel
translation. They expressed London's religious Inclinations and
the faith in the new Queen. The first show was at Gracechurch;
a stage of three tiers, displaying Unity and Concord. In the
lowest were Henry VII and his Queen; in the next - happy sight
after twenty-two years! - Henry VIII and Anne Boleyn; in the
highest, Elizabeth. The second was placed in Cornhill by the